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head and twenty-five guineas for a head and shoulders, including a smile."
He had long worked out a whole price list to be placed outside each
studio as a barber places his charges for all customers to see.
"Then there must be tips. ..." I suggested.
"Tips? If the artist lives in Melbury Road or Fitzjohn's Avenue,
then the prices can be trebled because there is a certain life to keep up
and also the client can meet important people. The artists should get
together like the gas workers and the transport workers and thrash out
a policy which will give them at least security; I did this with the actors
and actresses and I did it with the authors and playwrights and now some-
one will have to do it with the artists. It will probably fall on me, as
everything else does." We were not too anxious to enter at this moment
into the intricacies of finance, especially as the "Last Supper" was not
for sale.
"It looks to me," I said, hoping to dismiss the subject, "that an artist
would have to paint three or four hundred works a year all up to the
standard worthy of your chauffeur and cook to gain a livelihood which
they would not consider sufficient for themselves and so the artist would
fall even more in their estimation."
"Because an artist is born with a talent, there is no reason why lie
should be a snob. There is no snobbery more ridiculous than aesthetic
snobbery. Do you remember the time when the mere mentioa of
Botticelli was an open sesame to the most select, the most exclusive
circles ? Now it seems to be Pissarro. . .."
I knew that he meant Picasso because we had shown him a book on
the Moderns and he had brushed them aside.
"Of course," he added, "I never buy works of art and so can talk
to the artist instead of the artist trying to get rid of his works on me.
Charlotte liked beautiful (things and so ^she would lumber up the rooms
with good pieces, I hope I am not shocking you. All the old can do for
the young is to shock them and keep them up to date/'
Shaw put away his country attire, picked up his blue writing-pad
and drove off to London in his Rolls and for a few weeks made Whitehall
Court the centre of inactivity. "We only saw him once in London and
when we told him that we were returning to Ayot he almost pleaded with
us to take him with us. He recalled a visit to a Chinese temple and the
soothing effect it had on him.
"There is nothing like it in England," he complained. "When I